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best: except the change of Government, which puts Nancy's nose
out of joint. Who's Nancy?1 Why, ask the Corporal.
Sgt. Cowton I met in London ten days back. We had an 8
o'clock breakfast at Lyons in the Strand on Sunday: when you
were in bed and your hound on top of you. Pegsy-Wegs Erben,
a photographer from Miranshah, turned up here yesterday, dis-
guised as a Corporal. So you can hope. Cattewater is very good:
but I am too tired for a MacDonald. If it was Miranshah I
would dodge under a net and forget my sins and the world's
weariness.
Oh, the books. I got bundle upon bundle of them, & Sgt.
Cowton has others. Every possible thanks be given to you. My
new bike is a peach. 4000 miles, only, on it: but all good. Alas,
how tired I am of bikes & books & music and food and drink &
words and work.                                                                  T.E.S.
387:   TO ERNEST THURTLE
26. vi. 29                                                              Cattewater, Plymouth
Dear Thurtle, (Yet it doesn't sound right: M.P.s are Misters
surely, being our Masters)
I did not write after the election: there are so many M.P.s
that one can't write to all. I'd hoped too for some crumbs of
office to come the way of the more vigorous Labour people: and
am disappointed. Ramsay seems to be infected also by the
safety play of his enemies. The country is prepared (longing, in
fact) for someone to take just a tiny risk, for once.
Now the session has started, and I hope it will be educative.
Unless the change of Government means a change of policy we'd
better wash the Commons out and concentrate on the Civil
Service.
I am hoping especially that you will let Trotsky2 into England:
that you will make peace at once with Russia and the States: and
that you will abolish the death penalty for cowardice in war. I
have run too far and too fast (but never fast enough to please me
at the time) under fire, to throw a stone at the fearfullest creature.
You see, if I did, I might hit myself in the eye V
1 Lady Astor.           2 Trotsky had asked permission to visit England.
3 See letters Nos. 408 and 409.